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Chapter 1

I found myself once again on an extended business trip, a situation that was becoming more frequent with each year that passed. Being away from home and my husband was tough, especially because outside of work, I was either alone in my hotel room or eating by myself. The solitude of travel was really getting to me. However, this particular trip shifted my perspective, leaving me curious about what lay ahead. 
My name is Michelle, and my job involves me traveling around to many different companies. It's the nature of the beast, I guess. We provide HR training and investigations, which is my specialty. We come in and help train their personnel in HR issues, but we also investigate serious complaints that can't or shouldn't be handled in-house. But this trip was just meant to be a refresher, some in-house training for an existing client, and I had really begun to build a good rapport with their in-house HR team. After we had finished the session, a few of the people in the group suggested we all go out for dinner and some drinks to celebrate the end of the course, which I quickly agreed to. I mean, it wasn't like I had a better offer. Spending yet another night eating alone in the hotel didn't exactly hold much appeal.
The group consisted of nine young men and women and me. I guess they looked like a stereotypical HR team, if there is such a thing, well, except for one. In the group was an attractive, tall black guy who was about 35 called Andrew. He was one of the managers in the recruitment team, and I thought he always came across really well and showed a lot of promise and leadership skills during our training sessions. His charisma and strong personality always impressed me, and yes, before you ask, he was very good-looking!
In class, when Andrew and I were talking, I realized I was gazing into his eyes a bit longer than usual. I wondered if anyone else in the room, or Andrew himself, noticed. As a 45-year-old white woman, I'm tall with long blonde hair and a good figure, and I think of myself as attractive. But it seemed unlikely to me that a younger, handsome black man like Andrew would have a genuine interest in someone like me.
I want to make it clear that I am happily married, and my husband is a caring and attentive partner. However, I must confess that after two decades of marriage, our intimate moments have become less frequent and the passion has somewhat diminished. More significantly, I've harbored a secret that I've never shared with anyone: a profound physical attraction to attractive black men. This attraction dates back to my youth when I was always drawn to the striking appearance of strong, athletic black men, yet I never had the courage to act on this fantasy in my younger years.
I was raised in a mostly white, conservative suburban area. It could have been the sense of taboo and the potential for scandal that simultaneously thrilled and deterred me from acting on my desires. Yet, I've always found myself a bit more alert and interested whenever I see an attractive black man, whether on TV, in movies, or just walking down the street.
If I'm being totally honest, my most recent object of lust is the British actor Idris Elba; you've probably seen him on Netflix in loads of stuff recently. Well, I have to confess, I often fantasize about him during lovemaking with my husband or if I'm masturbating alone.
The closest I ever came to revealing my attraction was in a playful moment with my husband, where I joked that Idris Elba would be on my "list" for a fantasy celebrity affair. I always included some white celebrities in the mix, too, in order not to give away my specific attraction to black men. But sometimes I wondered if my husband was beginning to suspect my secret. He once teased me about buying a dildo to keep me satisfied during my long business trips, but he added, "Sorry dear, it can't be a black one. That would be bigger than me, and I can't have you using a dildo that makes me jealous."
During the dinner with Andrew and the rest of the group, we ended up at a restaurant in my nearby hotel, where we managed to secure a large private table for all of us. By chance, I found myself seated next to Andrew, a placement I hadn't orchestrated but was secretly pleased about. I even flattered myself with the thought that maybe Andrew had arranged it.
The dinner was delightful; we all enjoyed the conversation and laughter. Gradually, I found myself engaging more exclusively with Andrew, learning about his life. He was single, having moved to the area just two years ago. He'd dated various women, both black and white, but hadn't yet found the right match. The more we talked, the more captivated I became by his striking features – his dark brown eyes, his smooth, deep voice, and his athletic build.
As we continued our dinner conversation, Andrew shared about his active lifestyle, including playing various sports and weight training to maintain his toned physique. Even in his business casual attire, the outlines of his muscular shoulders and arms were evident, and his shirt was snug enough to reveal his flat, toned abs. His pants also hinted at strong, muscular thighs. I couldn't help but notice a pronounced bulge at his upper left thigh when he stood up to use the restroom.
As the dinner neared its end, our group gradually dwindled, with several colleagues leaving for the night and wishing me well for the next time I'd be in town. Eventually, Andrew and I were the only ones left at the table. He turned to me and said, "You know Michelle, I've really enjoyed tonight. I find you so easy to talk to, I really feel like I could discuss anything with you. I'm not sure I want this evening to end."
I eagerly responded, "You have no idea how happy I am to have spent the evening with you," and quickly added, "And with the others, of course." It was apparent he noticed how I had engaged his attention throughout the evening.
As our conversation flowed, I found my thoughts occasionally drifting into familiar fantasies, the kind I often entertained when seeing an attractive black man on TV or elsewhere. Each time, I had to consciously pull myself back to the present, especially when my mind wandered to imagining what it would be like to see Andrew undressed or to envision him with me in bed.
Andrew then offered, "If you're up for it, let's have one more drink to celebrate our newfound friendship. It'll be my treat!"
My excitement was evident as I eagerly accepted Andrew's suggestion. "I would love that! Honestly, I'm not ready to be alone just yet tonight." Seeing Andrew's willingness to extend our time together spurred me on to propose, "How about we find a quieter spot in the lounge, away from the bright lights and the crowd?"
Andrew agreed with enthusiasm. We got our drinks and discovered a small settee tucked away in a secluded alcove of the lounge, almost like a private room just for us. "This is perfect," I thought as we continued our conversation in this more intimate setting, finishing our drinks. It was my third drink of the night, and I could feel its effects: my inhibitions were lower, and I found myself sharing my thoughts and feelings more openly and honestly than usual.
As we talked, I gradually moved closer to him on the sofa until our thighs were touching, sending a tingle up my spine. Our comfort level with each other had grown, and I found it both easy and quietly exhilarating to punctuate our conversation with small, seemingly innocent touches – like resting my hand on his arm or knee to make a point, or playfully slapping his hand when he made a cheeky comment.
As the evening progressed, our conversation naturally veered towards office gossip and tales of workplace affairs, topics that resonated with the heightened state of arousal I was feeling. Andrew shared a particularly risqué but amusing story about a scandalous incident at his office. He recounted, "Just last Thursday, our CEO had quite the shock. He walked into Sheila's office – she's one of the department managers – without knocking. And there he found her, feet up on her desk, skirt hiked up to her waist, with the new intern's head buried between her legs!"
Our laughter echoed through the alcove at Andrew's story, and in my slightly inebriated state, I found myself leaning closer to him. In the midst of our amusement, I playfully slapped my right hand down on his left thigh, letting it linger there longer than I had during any of our previous interactions. 
And it was then that I first felt it. As my hand rested on his thigh, I suddenly realized that my fingertips were very gently but very definitely touching the end of his penis! I froze; I didn't know what to do. Pulling away too quickly would make it so obvious, but leaving my hand there wasn't really an option either. I didn't know what to do, and then I felt it. I felt his cock start to move in response to my touch. I was so embarrassed, and I instinctively pulled my hand back while my face went bright red. I stuttered my apology, "Oh my God! Andrew, I'm so sorry! I really didn't mean to touch your... your... Um, shit. What I mean is, it was a complete accident!"
Andrew just smiled back, "Michelle, come on, please don't worry about it. I understand exactly how it happened." He even made a joke about it to try to calm me down, saying. "And anyway, I really should thank you actually. That was the most action I've had in weeks, even if it was only an accident."
I was still visibly uncomfortable after what I had done. Not so much because I had touched the tip of his penis through his pants by mistake; I think I could have gotten over that. What was most uncomfortable, the most embarrassing part by far, was how my body was reacting to it. My body was most definitely reacting to the thrill of touching this attractive black guy's cock. Even if it was only through his pants and it was only for a second at the most. I tried my best to quickly recover my composure by returning with my own joke, saying, "You know, Andrew, this is really entirely your fault anyway. I never could have accidentally groped you if the stories weren't true. You know, if you weren't a black guy with such a large pen..."
I stopped dead in my tracks before I said the word! I couldn't believe what had just happened. My inner monologue had just completely failed me. I chalked it up to the alcohol, which must have been freeing my tongue, but I also knew that how turned on I was must have been affecting my thinking, too. I immediately blushed again, turning bright red as the embarrassment of being so lewd hit me.
Andrew responded seamlessly to my gesture, saying with a hint of playfulness, "Thank you, Michelle! I take that as a nice compliment." His sly smile then broadened as he teasingly added, "But how do you know that isn't just a myth?"
He followed up with a coy remark, "Or have you already tested that theory for yourself?"
I could feel my face getting even warmer as I blushed. I was surprised by how willing I was to venture into this conversation with him, but something compelled me to keep going. With that, I felt my resistance crumble, and I just confessed, "No, Andrew, I've never tried …..I mean, I don't know if it's true or not. But I'll admit it, I've always been very, very curious about it."
"I've seen pictures and videos online, and those black guys normally have absolutely enormous penises. The black guys in those videos always seem a lot bigger than the white guys. But a lot of them look so big that they don't seem real somehow."




Chapter 2

Having opened the door to this deeply personal topic with Andrew, I found myself unable to hold back from sharing more of my secret desires. "I've never told anyone this before, Andrew, and certainly not my husband, but I've been attracted to black men for most of my life. And I do wonder, what would it be like to be with a black man? Would it feel different? Would it change how I feel?" My words flowed with a mix of curiosity and a sense of liberation in finally voicing these hidden thoughts.
Would the guy's willy even be able to, well, you know, would it fit inside me? I mean, if the stories are really true."
As I shared these intimate secrets with Andrew, he listened attentively, his dark eyes intently focused on me. There was a brief silence, filled with unspoken thoughts before he leaned in closer. His strong, dark hand found its way to my thigh, and with a mixture of boldness and gentleness in his voice, he asked, "Michelle, would you like to find out tonight?" His question hung in the air, a direct proposition that mirrored the intensity of our conversation.
I blushed as soon as he said it, and this time not just my face, but my entire chest, and I'm sure I could feel it between my legs. It was like an electric shock was shooting out from my vagina, and I could feel the wetness down there.
Time seemed to freeze for a moment as I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and finally spoke slowly, "I'm really sorry, Andrew, but I just can't. I'm married, and I've never done anything like this before. I really don't think I could go through with it."
Andrew was as understanding as ever, but I could still tell that he was disappointed. And something about that turned me on, too! Andrew was ten years younger than me, and he was a handsome black man with an incredible body, and he obviously really wanted to fuck me! I could feel my juices starting to flow even faster at the thought.
Then the words just spilled out of my mouth, "Just out of curiosity, how big are you, Andrew?"
Andrew looked at me and flashed that smile, the same one I had been falling for all night. He leaned back in close to me and took my left hand with his right. He smiled, saying, "Well, I've never really measured it myself." As he spoke, I could feel him gently guiding my hand up his thigh. I put up no resistance as he moved my hand further up his thigh until it was resting over the full length of his very large and thick bulge. "Maybe you should judge for yourself," he said.
Honestly, the size of the penis I could feel through his pants actually scared me a little. As soon as I felt it, I could tell that he was a lot bigger than my husband; in fact, he was clearly bigger than anything I had ever experienced, and we're not just talking about real cocks! But as well as a hint of fear, I was also extremely aroused. My mind started to race with possibilities for what seemed like hours but was almost certainly only a few seconds. I was utterly stunned when I heard myself hungrily reply, "I would really like to see your big black cock, Andrew!" It was like an out-of-body experience as I listened to myself speaking.
I honestly couldn't believe I had just been so bold, but Andrew didn't give me a chance to have any second thoughts and change my mind. He stood up instantly and gently took my hand and guided me up to my feet from the seat, all the time continuing to look deep into my eyes. We didn't say a word as he led me to the elevators nearby. I was in a total daze from the situation unfolding in front of me, and as we got to the elevator, I told him my room number and handed him my room key. Seconds later we stepped into the elevator alone, and for the brief ride up to my floor, he held me close with his strong arms wrapped around me, with just the gentlest little caresses over my shoulders, back, and hips. Each one only increased the tingling sensations stirring in my pussy.
As we left the elevator and started the short walk to my hotel room door, I honestly felt like I was floating above the ground, and as the door opened, Andrew quickly led me inside. The room was only dimly lit, the light coming through the open window curtains from the streetlights below. It was only barely enough to see each other.
Andrew moved behind me I felt his powerful arms wrap around my waist. He bent forward slightly, then gently brushed my hair to one side and started to slowly kiss his way up my neck. His hands then began moving upward from my hips up over my stomach and then all the way up until they were cupping my boobs. I couldn't take it any longer; I couldn't stand the suspense. I turned around and surprised myself as I reached up and kissed him. My lips opened as my tongue moved deeply into his mouth, starting a passionate dance with his tongue.
I was instantly overcome by some very powerful and very conflicting emotions. The massive rush of guilt I felt for betraying my husband with another man fighting an intense battle against the pure lust I was feeling at the moment for Andrew, and it was fighting against the possibility of being fucked by a very good-looking, much younger black man with a massive cock. I can honestly say that I was more sexually excited than I had ever been before in my entire life, but the guilt was just as intense, if not more so, and it managed to take control, but it was a seriously close run thing. I pulled back from the kiss and his arms and looked into his eyes and said, "I'm sorry. I can't!"
Andrew didn't react the way I expected; he wasn't angry at all. He pulled me in close to him again, just held me gently like that, and said, "What's wrong? I thought you said you wanted to see what a black cock really looks like."
"I do," I answered truthfully, "But I don't want to cheat on my husband like this. I love him, and as much as I would love to at this moment, I really can't have sex with you. I'm so sorry, Andrew!"
He smiled ever so gently but never let go of me and said, "That's okay, I completely understand. I respect that a lot."
We just stood there holding one another, not saying a word. I felt proud of myself for being able to resist, but soon, the feeling of being in Andrew's arms with his powerful, muscular body pressed up against mine was beginning to weaken my resolve. I could feel my mind frantically searching for anything, even close to a justifiable reason, to continue our encounter.
Andrew must have sensed the uncertainty creeping in about my decision. After a minute or so, he looked at me and spoke again, "I get that it must be difficult. You have thought about this and wondered what it would be like for so long, and now you are almost there, it's probably overwhelming for you. I understand that. But I wonder if you will regret not letting yourself go just a little bit further.
"I'm your friend, Michelle; I mean that, and I want to help satisfy your lifelong curiosity. So how about this? How about I just undress for you, that's it, so that you can see your first black cock? You don't even have to touch it, you can just look. That wouldn't be cheating, would it?."
As Andrew spoke, I found it so easy to convince myself that what he was saying was right. I had managed to stop myself so far, hadn't I? I could control the situation, and I was so close now. I also felt strangely comfortable with Andrew. And I had already felt his cock, so really just seeing his cock wouldn't be any worse. At least, that was what I told myself. "Okay, but that's as far as I can go."
"Okay, well, in that case, let's make you nice and comfortable for the show," he said as he led me to the edge of the bed, where he guided me to sit down, which brought my eyes pretty much level with his stomach and waistband. Andrew moved in a little closer so that I could see him clearly in the low light, and once he was in position, he started by slowly unbuttoning his shirt and letting it fall open.
As it opened I saw that I was definitely right about his physique; his chest muscles and abs were so hot, and his smooth black skin was shiny, almost chocolate brown. I felt my juices start to flow fast again at the sight of his body.
"Take your shirt off, Andrew," I asked, "I want to see how good you look with it off." He did as I asked, and my eyes drank in his body. I could feel my pulse quickening.
Then Andrew unbuckled his belt and slowly started to unbutton his pants. I could see that the bulge I saw earlier at his left thigh now looked like it had doubled in length and my heart pounded so hard I could feel it in like someone was thumping my chest.
He then slowly slid his pants down over his thighs, and his tight boxer briefs came into view. They did absolutely nothing to conceal his trim waist and firm stomach. And, of course, his tight underwear also accentuated the enormous length of his cock. It looked like the tip was just trying to peek out from the leg opening, almost like it wanted to escape or come out to play. I gasped aloud.
"Are you ready to see it then?" he asked, although he could see that I was very ready. I nodded my head slowly without taking my eyes off his incredible bulge. Very slowly, Andrew peeled the tight boxer briefs down from his waist over his legs. At first, he just revealed the base of his cock, then gradually, as he continued downward, he exposed the full length of his big, black cock, inch by agonizing inch.
As I watched, I could feel my hands automatically moving toward my crotch, and there was nothing I could do to stop them from pressing on my pussy through my clothes. I squirmed and wiggled in my seat as more and more of his cock started to appear before me. I could hear that my breaths were shallow, and I could feel that the wetness between my legs was almost explosive. I felt like I was on the verge of cumming just from the anticipation of the moment.
And then his cock finally broke free from the constraints of his tight underwear and sprung, almost violently, outward towards me. Although I initially moved backward slowly when his cock leaped out just from shock, I quickly recovered and leaned in even closer than before to admire it.
For the first time in my life, I was face to face with a big black cock, and I was absolutely mesmerized. Once again, I could only gasp. Andrew asked, "So, what do you think of that, Michelle? How do I measure up to your fantasy? And what about to your husband?"
I could only say, "Urm, it's….. it's so fucking big! And god, it's beautiful! I can't even begin to imagine what it would feel like to have something so big inside of me!"
I just sat there staring at his huge black cock. It wasn't like some of them that I had seen in porn videos, the ones that looked so freakishly large they almost looked unreal. Andrew's cock was definitely real. It must have been a solid eight inches, perhaps slightly more, and it was beautifully proportioned, with a large, well-shaped head and thick dark shaft. I loved the sight of his cock. The size, the thickness, the color, and the fact he was circumcised. Although I'd never told my husband, the fact that he wasn't circumcised had always bothered me. It just didn't look as good, and now I was confronted by a bigger, harder, thicker, blacker cock, with a nice exposed circumcised head.
I finally managed to pull my eyes away and looked up at Andrew's stomach, abs, and muscular chest, then finally up to his smiling face and those deep, dark brown eyes. I could feel my prior reluctance starting to fade fast, and the inhibitions that had previously held me back were now teetering on the very edge, awaiting the slightest nudge to send me falling over the edge completely.
Andrew clearly sensed what was going through my mind as he looked down and smiled as he said," You know, you've come this far. Surely you would like to touch it. Just once? Just to say that you have actually touched a black cock, so you know what it's like. You don't have to do anything else to it if you don't want to, but just feel it."
That was all it took; with those words, I was now beyond the point of reasoning sensibly. Andrew was right, I thought to myself. What was the harm in just touching it, in touching him? "Okay," I said. "I will hold it, just once."
I was so nervous as I reached out, put my hands on his stomach, and felt his firmness. I reached up with one hand and caressed his muscular chest. Andrew put his head back, closed his eyes, and purred. The thought that it was my touch that was pleasing him made me feel amazing!
I moved my hands down to his waist and began caressing his lower stomach. I even reached around him and felt his firm round ass. Then I moved my hands down slowly and back around and positioned them just above the base of his cock. Andrew purred even louder as he looked down at me and verbally prodded me again, "God, your hands feel amazing on my body. But I really want you to touch my cock now. I need you to hold my cock."
I lowered myself off the bed and to the floor, and as I got onto my knees, I knelt in close to him. I really couldn't believe this was actually happening. It didn't seem real, and then, as I slid my left hand slowly down the length of his cock and very lightly traced my fingertips over his head I felt his massive black penis flex and moved in response to my touch. I loved feeling it respond to my touch, and a second later, I reached down with my right hand. I gently grasped the shaft, holding it in such a way that his cock was now pointing straight at my face.
I spent a few seconds admiring his beautiful penis up close. It felt so warm and heavy in my hand! The head of his cock was now only about three inches from my mouth, and Andrew could almost certainly feel my hot breath washing over it. I had spent my entire adult life fantasizing about what it would be like to see, feel, and touch a big hard black cock, and now it was finally happening. I was now so far beyond all inhibitions there was no way to come back. And that was when Andrew moaned loudly, his tone assertive but still pleading, "Please, Michelle! Suck my cock!" As soon as he said the words, I couldn't resist any longer.
That was probably the most surprising thing because I had never been overly keen on giving blowjobs before. Sure, I had done it for most of the guys I'd been with, and I still gave my husband head pretty often, partly because he liked it so much and partly because I wanted to please him orally in the same sort of way that way he pleased me very regularly. My husband is an absolutely incredible pussy like, just so you know. But on my knees in front of Andrew's massive black cock was the first time that I had truly wanted to suck a man's cock. 
I started slow, using my tongue and lips to gently lick and kiss around the head of his thick black cock, building up my courage with each tongue stroke to go a little further. I then started to concentrate my tongue movements under the tip while I started to stroke my hands up and down the impressive length of his cock. His cock was so thick that I needed to use both hands to fully encircle his shaft.
Andrew was moaning loudly now and starting to push a little with his hips. I stopped licking the tip for a few seconds and just held his penis straight up, pressed against his stomach with one hand, while I gently held his balls and started stroking them with the other. Then I began gently kissing and licking his balls. I followed that up by slowly licking the underside of his cock, all the way from the base up to the head, flicking my tongue up and down the full length of his shaft and back to the tip. Andrew was already breathing hard and moaning louder, and I smiled to myself as he had to steady himself against the adjacent wall as he stood there, trying to keep his composure with his eyes closed tight.
I soon sensed that Andrew might not be able to stand this sort of teasing much longer, so I finally opened my lips as wide as I could and started to bob my head up and down on his thick, hard cock, taking as much as I could into my mouth! At first, I couldn't believe his cock actually fitted in there. It was so much thicker than anything I had ever experienced before, but I was determined to please Andrew.
I eagerly started to lick and suck on the thick head of his cock, and as much of the shaft as I could get into my mouth. I began rhythmically bobbing my head up and down over the upper half of his cock. I could feel my body juices were flowing from everywhere, and my mouth was salivating very heavily around the thick black head of his cock. Excess saliva was soon escaping out of the corners of my mouth and dripping down, helping to lubricate the lower half of the cock, which meant my hands could slide more easily up and down the shaft while I applied just enough pressure with my thumbs and fingers wrapped around Andrew's shaft.
I could tell that Andrew was getting very close to reaching his limit. The slow build-up of sexual arousal from earlier had now combined with the intense pleasure of my lips, and although my blowjob on Andrew's cock hadn't exactly been going on very long, I could feel that he was getting close to cumming. His hips were now pushing harder in rhythm with the movements of my hands and mouth on his cock, and Andrew was moaning a lot more, "Oh yes! Oh fuck yes!" to match that rhythm.
Suddenly, Andrew's body tensed, and he held his breath, and a few seconds later, he released a massive load of his cum into my mouth. The cum gushed out of his thick cock for spasm after spasm, continuing until it had filled pretty much every corner of my mouth with his hot cum. It even began leaking out at the edges of my lips, even though they were still tightly clamped around his huge cock.
We were suddenly still. Andrew had stopped cumming, and I could feel his cock starting to soften a little in my mouth. With that, I gave his cock a couple more strokes, squeezing the last drops of his cum into my mouth. I then opened my lips and slowly released him, although I continued to hold his cock with both hands and stroke him gently. I also continued to hold his full load of cum in my mouth.
That was something else that truly shocked me. I had never been one to swallow before; sorry, guys reading this. It's fucking disgusting. Sorry, but most women hate even the thought of it. In fact, even the girls that do swallow hate it; they just make their peace with it. In the past, I had usually taken the guy's cock out of my mouth at the first sign of orgasm, and if I was too slow, I would have it out of my mouth as soon as I tasted the first hint of cum. And then I'd spit out whatever cum did end up in my mouth. But this time was different. This time I did not want to let it go; feeling the warmth of Andrew's cum in my mouth seemed to prolong the power and intimacy of the moment and the sexual connection between us.
I looked up at Andrew's face and saw his eyes were still closed, and he was breathing deeply. Then he slowly opened his eyes and smiled down at me with such a look of pure satisfaction on his face. Andrew looked down to see me gazing back up at him. My cheeks puffed out very slightly, and my lips tightly sealed. He gave me an inquisitive look, and in response, I opened my mouth to show him that I still had his full load of cum in my mouth. He could also see the very naughty twinkle in my eye. As I looked back up, I saw his eyes grow very wide as I slowly closed my lips and swallowed every drop of his cum!




Chapter 3

Looking back now, I realize just how much my life has changed since that business trip, which was just over three weeks ago. My husband has been pleasantly surprised, to say the least, at my increased interest in our lovemaking when I got back, and he has been especially happy with my eagerness to give him head. He even joked that although my extended trips away from home were tough on him, if this was going to be his reward, he was sure he could 'muster up the strength to cope with it.'
After dinner one evening, I took him by surprise completely, and as we were sat on the sofa, I knelt down in front of him and gave him a particularly energetic blowjob. But what really surprised him was when I didn't remove his penis from my mouth as he started to cum. But if that wasn't enough, he was completely stunned when I took his cock out of my mouth, showed him the cum, then swallowed all of it in front of him. I hadn't done that for him since we had been dating, which was over 20 years ago.
But as well as the increased sexual energy, he must have noticed how my emotions were running very high and extremely unpredictable over those few weeks. Sometimes, I would just be completely lost in my own head, and I'd just find myself staring, deep in thought. At other times, I would be on the verge of tears for no obvious reason at all. Any small thing, like a sad commercial, could set me off into a fit of tears. Although, I had never let him see my complete teary breakdowns, just the light sobbing.
I had so many conflicting emotions running through me all of the time now, and it was all because of what happened on my most recent trip. Let me explain.
I found myself thinking about it constantly, the trip where I met Andrew, the handsome younger black man who gave me my first interracial sexual experience. Until then, it had been an unfulfilled sexual desire in my life, and when I experienced it, Andrew had been truly impressive. It wasn't just the size of his big, black cock, or his beautiful body and striking good looks, but also the way he gently guided me through that first experience.
Andrew wasn't just a casual one-night stand to me. We had created something that night, a strong bond; I was sure of that. But I wasn't sure what I was going to do next.
It was thinking about that moment from a week earlier that made me surprise my husband by doing the same for him. It was partly to assuage my guilt, but I was also trying to somehow relive that wonderful moment with Andrew in my mind, while at the same time satisfying my husband to reduce my guilt. 
It was good with my husband, don't get me wrong, but he could never live up to the excitement or intensity of that forbidden first moment with Andrew. My husband had a really nice penis. I'd always known that. Just over 6 inches long and pretty thick, I couldn't really complain. Even his foreskin, which always put me off a bit, wasn't a problem, and the fact that he had a lot of stamina and never struggled to make me cum makes the whole situation only sound even worse. But despite having a big cock, and being able to really pleasure me with it, he just could not compete with the novelty, nor the magnitude, of Andrew's large black cock.
What happed that night after I had held and tasted my first big black cock, was still just as fresh in my mind as the taste of Andrew's cum. After he had cumin my mouth, Andrew was so pleased and satisfied he looked like he was glowing. He picked me up off my knees and held me tightly, with my naked body wrapped in my arms. Although I had just drained his cock completely, it was still impressively large as it hung there in front of him.
Andrew said, "I want to make you feel as good as you made me feel. I want to taste you." With that, he began to kiss me: my face, my neck, even my mouth. And as he kissed me, he started to undress me, slowly unfastening and taking off my shirt and then my bra. He brushed his fingertips gently over my tits, lightly tickling my nipples, then ran his hands lightly down my torso and onto the button of my slacks. He expertly unfastened them in one swift motion and gently peeled my slacks down as he leaned forward and kissed my tits, and lightly started to suck on my hard nipples.
I was now standing in front of Andrew in just my lacy thong panties. Andrew moved down onto his knees and kissed my stomach and thighs as his strong hands carefully slid the wispy panties down to my feet, freeing me of my last shred of clothing.
I was now standing there fully exposed and completely vulnerable, but for some reason, I felt absolutely no fear. Any inhibitions and guilt that were wracking me earlier had completely disappeared as soon as Andrew's cock entered my mouth. My lifelong fantasies about such an interracial encounter and the intensity that we had already experienced had well and truly driven away all fears and inhibitions. I was ready to dive head first into this moment and derive every pleasure I could and to give back to Andrew that same pleasure or hopefully even more.
Andrew was still on his knees, but his mouth was now kissing and probing around my neatly trimmed bush. I had a brief moment where I started to worry if the fact I hadn't shaved my pussy might put him off, but as I looked down, the answer was very clear as his hands were caressing my legs, hips, and ass. Andrew moved his hands to start rubbing my inner thighs, and as he did so, he gently coaxed my legs a little wider in anticipation of his next move. I was more than happy to oblige and spread my feet apart wider.
Andrew's fingers moved their way up and started to gently trace across the areas immediately around my vagina, with an occasional and faint brush of his fingers across my engorged labia, which made me jump and quiver each time. Andrew soon moved his face in closer and started to kiss me between my legs. I responded by instantly spreading my stance even further, allowing him to move in deeper between my thighs. Until then, he had only been kissing my pussy lips, but then Andrew started to use his tongue to explore my pussy much deeper while starting to introduce the occasional flick and suck on my clit.
I could hear that I had started moaning as soon as he started kissing my pussy, but now I was crying out, "Oh my God! Holy fuck, that feels amazing! Oh my fucking God! Yes!" My cries grew louder as his tongue moved with more force and purpose into my pussy. My eyes were closed tight, and I had grabbed the top of Andrew's head to steady myself, anticipating the rapidly approaching orgasm was going to be intense, to say the least. Andrew sensed my high arousal and decided to slow things down a little, working to prolong the pleasure for me, but with that came the agony for me of having been so close but now having to wait for that sweet release.
I opened my eyes and looked down at him, and I nearly laughed out loud. Andrew is a very big guy, and there he was on his knees; his whole body was scrunched down between my legs, and I could see his neck at an awkward angle. He was willing to do that just so he could eat my pussy and give me pleasure. He clearly wasn't thinking about his own discomfort; he was just doing everything he could to make sure that I was fulfilled.
I reached down, grabbed his head with both hands and pulled his face away from my dripping wet pussy, then directed his gaze up to me. He seemed a little startled at the sudden interruption, but as he looked up at me with his sweet smile and his lips dripping my juices, I smiled as I said back to him, "You are so cute! But why don't we continue this on the bed so we are both a little more comfortable?" He quickly agreed.
Andrew laid me down on the bed, but before he dived right back into eating my pussy, he started to kiss me all over again, spending most of the time kissing my mouth with deep, wet, and very passionate tongue-filled kisses. We had the taste of each other's juices in our mouths, and now we were sharing them, combining our shared flavors with our saliva.
As he started to maneuver around to kiss different parts of my body, I looked down, and I was shocked to see that Andrew's cock was already recovering and was almost fully hard again. In all the years I'd been with my husband, I had never made him cum and had him get hard again. It just wasn't something I even thought about. But now I was looking down at Andrew's very big and now very hard black cock.
Soon Andrew's focus returned to my very swollen pussy lips as he easily lifted me with his strong arms and pushed a pillow under my ass to improve his angle. I could see that Andrew was really serious about pleasuring me as he eagerly dived back in and got to work with his lips and tongue.
Andrew spread my legs wide open as he started to lick and suck my pussy. My clit was so swollen and very sensitive now, and Andrew knew that it was time to start to focus his attention there. He started to suck on my clit, alternating that with swirling his tongue over it. As my impending orgasm started to grow from deep inside and swell upward, Andrew licked two of his fingers, coating them with his saliva, and then slowly inserted them into my pussy while never stopping the action of his tongue on my clit.
His thick fingers were perfect as they applied just the right amount of pressure to the inside walls of my vagina, and a few seconds later, that, along with his continued tongue movement on my clit brought me to an enormous orgasm. I couldn't help but reach down and grab Andrew's head with both hands, using my hands to press him into me even harder as I rubbed my pussy all over his mouth and face while my hips bucked and spasmed with pleasure. This went on for what felt like minutes until I finally let go of Andrew's head, and he started to gulp for air. As he caught his breath and looked up, he smiled when he saw the look of pleasure on my face.
Andrew, with his wet and shiny face and now a huge shit-eating grin, crawled up the bed to me and held me tight. We kissed again for many minutes, only stopping long enough to allow me to catch my breath after the intense orgasm that had just smashed through my body. Andrew said, "You taste so fucking good, Michelle! I want to do that again!"
I replied, "Andrew, you're welcome to eat my pussy anytime you want, as long as I get to return the favor. Your cock was absolutely delicious, especially that sweet dessert you shared with me at the end!" I kissed him again, with my tongue deep in his mouth, and I could taste myself in his kiss. "Hmmm. That's really not so bad!" I thought.




Chapter 4

We continued kissing and caressing each other for a long time after that, building back up our levels of sexual arousal. When I reached down to stroke Andrew's large cock and fondle his balls a few minutes later, it was clear his cock had recovered from his last orgasm and was now, once again, fully hard and ready to go. I still couldn't believe that I had finally fulfilled my desire to experience a beautiful black cock, but I also knew that I still hadn't fully experienced it. I knew I needed to take the next step. I whispered in Andrew's ear, "I need to feel your big, hard black cock inside me. I want you to fuck me right now!"
Andrew didn't need any further encouragement. He grabbed me and positioned my body on the bed so that my legs were spread and my knees were pulled up and out, leaving my pussy fully exposed and welcoming to him. It was still dripping wet from the earlier orgasm, and our continued kissing and fondling had kept the wetness as my body was preparing for this moment.
Andrew moved his body in between my legs and reached down and grabbed his now fully erect cock in his hand, getting ready to move in and fuck me. The head of his cock was so swollen, and I could see there was a drip of precum fluid issuing from the tip in anticipation of what was to come. I hungrily looked down at his big, black cock; it was so long and thick it was seriously impressive, but I was also pretty nervous. Could I handle the size of it? Would the girth be too much? And if I could handle the girth, would I be able to take all its length?
Andrew placed the tip of his cock on my pussy and slowly pressed the swollen head between my lips, adding in some of his precum to my own juices to help the natural lubrication. It was like a shockwave jumped from my pussy and surged through my entire body at the first contact with his cock. Andrew then began to rub the full length of the underside of his cock over my pussy lips, transferring some of my abundant wetness onto him. He spread my juices over his shaft with his hand, then got back into position for the first insertion.
This is the moment I had always dreamed of for so many years! My heart was pounding in my chest as Andrew moved his hips forward, a firm but gentle motion, and pressed the tip of his massive black cock into my pussy for the first time. As he pushed forward, I could feel my vagina starting to stretch further than it had ever stretched before, and a second later, I could feel the wide rim of the head of his cock as it slowly slid into my pussy.
I was honestly surprised that I felt no pain at all, just an exquisite pressure that I had never experienced before. My body was in such a hyper-sensitive state of anticipation for this moment that I was now feeling confident I was ready to accept all of his large cock in one go. Andrew looked down at me silently, but with a mixed look on his face that sort of asked, "Are you okay? Should I go further?" but also conveyed the message, "Holy fuck, this feels good, Michelle! I really need to go further!"
I smiled up at him and said, "Come on, Andrew, give me the rest of your big black cock!" Andrew smiled back and then leaned his body into mine, slowly sliding his cock deeper and deeper inside of me. Again, there wasn't any pain, just the intense pressure and the feeling that I was being filled up by this beautiful man and his incredible penis.
Then I realized that he wasn't pushing anymore. He was now fully inside of me, and I could feel his balls pressing against my ass. I didn't think it was even possible when I first saw his cock, but now it was clear. I was able to accept his entire cock. Andrew repositioned his upper body, and with his strong arms on either side of my head, he held his dark body above me and looked down. I reached up with one hand to touch him, and I felt him so deep inside of me that I imagined for a second that we would never be able to separate ourselves, and in that moment, nor did I want to.
Andrew lowered his mouth to mine and started to kiss me deeply, and then Andrew started to slowly slide his cock in and out of me. The sensation deep within my pussy was incredible. At first, his rhythmic strokes were quite slow and pretty short, like he was testing my tolerance for the size of his cock and the ease of motion between his cock and my pussy. But once he realized that he did not need to worry, he picked up the pace.
His rhythm soon increased, and so did the length of his strokes and the power he was putting into the thrusts into my pussy. I was soon overwhelmed by the sensations of his massive black cock seemingly splitting me apart while I lay there looking up, continuing to drink in the sight of this beautiful black man and his magnificent muscular body as it slammed his huge cock into me.
Andrew's strength and stamina were just as impressive as the size of his cock as he kept on fucking me without a break for what felt like half an hour at least. He was sweating now; in fact, we both were, and his dark skin glistened with perspiration. Andrew would change the pace and rhythm of his thrusting cock to match the response from my body, increasing or decreasing in time with the sounds of my moans and my body movements. I could tell that he was looking for just the right motion, the one that would bring me the most pleasure. And when he found it, I instantly responded by screaming, "Oh yes! Right there! Yes, that's it! More of that! Yes, more! Come on! Fuck Me Harder! Yes! Oh my God, Yes! Yes, Yes, Yes!"
Once Andrew had found that perfect rhythm, he started to thrust with ever more power. He continued to pound his thick black cock deep into my pussy until the moment we both felt my senses completely overload: my back suddenly arched up, and my head bent back as I clenched my ass muscles and started to thrust my hips violently forward. I was yelling out a final "Oh my God! Oh my God! Yes! Yes, that's it!" as I experienced the most intense orgasm I had ever known. Wave after wave crashed over me as Andrew continued his rhythmic movements, only slowing his pace when he could see that I was approaching the end of my orgasm. But Andrew wasn't done with me yet!
Andrew quickly slid his cock out of my pussy and rolled me over before I could even work out what was happening. The immensity of the orgasm I had just experienced felt so wonderful that the withdrawal of his enormous cock from inside of me felt like it left a huge gaping void, like I had lost an actual part of myself. Luckily, I learned that feeling was temporary.
Andrew maneuvered my body around the bed with ease. As he positioned me on my hands and knees on the bed, I felt him kneel behind me. I knew exactly what was coming next, and I quivered with anticipation as I couldn't wait for it.
There was no hesitation this time from Andrew, no need to check if I could take it as he plunged his big, black cock straight into my pussy from behind, grabbing my hips and forcefully driving it in until he was completely buried inside me. The void that had been left was mercifully filled, and I felt whole once more. Andrew was still building on his sexual energy from our fucking prior to my orgasm, and it seemed as if he was working to make up lost ground.
His cock was hammering in and out of my pussy now with long, fast rhythmic strokes, and Andrew's breath was getting more and more shallow. He was gripping my hips tighter with each second with both hands and was using them to pull me toward him at the same time that he was pushing his huge cock into me, dramatically increasing the power of each of his thrusts. Shockwaves were surging through my body as Andrew's hips repeatedly slammed against my ass, and I could feel the sensation in my pussy building with the heat and friction from his cock.
I wasn't sure how much more I could handle before I'd explode again, but I could hear Andrew's breathing become even more erratic, and a second later, he was groaning loudly. He was forcefully thrusting his cock one last time, burying it as deep and completely in my pussy as he could before; with a final cry, he shot his second load of cum deep into me. I could feel the warmth of it penetrating deeper into my body than I had ever felt it before. The thought of his cum coursing deep within me, along with the intense fucking Andrew had just given me, pushed me over the edge again, and a second later, another massive orgasm wracked through my body.
We both collapsed onto the bed, with Andrew's cock still buried inside me. I didn't want that to change either, but I knew it had to. We spent the rest of that night together, just lying in bed, holding each other and passionately kissing, until we eventually drifted off to sleep. We parted ways the following morning.
It had been three weeks since that memorable night, and now I was back home with my husband and my work, and Andrew was hundreds of miles away with his own life and his work to be getting on with. As I thought back on that moment, I tried to understand what had happened and what was going to come. As I look back at what had transpired between us and how I initially ended up in my hotel room with Andrew, I could see now just how easily it went from fantasy to flirting to reality, from fantasy to infidelity.
Had Andrew manipulated my vulnerable state that night by coaxing me along step by step? Perhaps he did a little, but I was just as aroused as he was, and I was responding to my own urges at the same time as he was guiding me. All he really did was help me give a voice to what my own mind was telling me and let me listen to what I so eagerly wanted to hear. Of course, it didn't hurt that he was such a good-looking, well-hung, black man.
Andrew and I have chatted a few times since then, normally by text, and I always delete them afterward.
I've told him that I will always love my husband, and I definitely don't want to leave him, but I also have to accept and recognize that something has been awakened in me, and it is something that isn't just going away. I know I need to figure out a way to deal with that.
And for his part, Andrew has always expressed his deep fondness for me, but he has also been really understanding. He has always accepted that what the two of us had together was largely a physical thing, although not without its own special emotional bond. Still, the primary driver in all of that was his big black beautiful cock and my desire to experience it. Andrew and I have and will continue to talk about what happened, and I'm trying to sort this out. But even if we can't find a way to sort out what happened, I will always remember him fondly. He was my first interracial experience, and he far surpassed any fantasy that I had ever had. And of course, I will ALWAYS remember his incredible big, black cock and how it felt when it was inside of me.
By the way, the last thing I told Andrew was that his company had already booked my next visit to his town, so who knows, maybe I will have more to write about in a couple of months!
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First Time Blacked: A Young Wife's First Hotwife Experience Exposes Her Dark Lust
 
Nothing could prepare me for what I saw next. Sure, up until that point, I loved it. I loved watching Claire get her perky little tits out and tease Sam while he cleaned our pool. And yes, ok, I loved the dirty talk we shared in bed, the fantasy about her and Sam. Yes, it used to turn us both on.

But this was way too far. This had crossed the line ten times over as Claire slid her hands inside his shorts and started to pull them down. As she pulled them down, his cock suddenly sprung into view, and it hit me. This was really happening. My pretty little wife was on her knees in front of the muscular handsome pool guy, and his big black rock hard cock was only inches from her face. I wanted to tell her to stop. The sight of her opening her mouth and moving her head forward sent a chill down my spine.

But the moment nothing can ever prepare you for is the first time she actually touches his cock. As her lips touched the head of his big thick black cock I felt physically sick with jealousy. I never dreamed for a second Claire would actually go through with it. But I watched, frozen to the spot, as her mouth sealed around the head of his cock.

That was my wife with another man's penis in her mouth. Another much longer, much thicker penis. As she started to suck his cock I wanted to throw up. I couldn't believe she was actually doing it. I should have said stop, but I couldn't. I just stood there stroking my cock as she sucked his huge black cock. My jealousy and my arousal were fighting a deep dark battle inside me, and I had no idea which side would win.

That was my wife Claire's First Time Blacked.
You Wanted This: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasies Are Brutally Exposed
 
As Ben sat in the living room, he could feel his heart rate rising second by second. He had just heard his wife Leah turn her key in the door, but tonight was different. Tonight was going to be very different. Leah wasn't the only person about to walk through the door. Leah had brought Carter with her. And this wasn't a social visit. Carter was there for one reason and one reason only. He was there to get his cock inside Leah.

He knew it, Leah knew it, and Ben definitely knew it. But as Carter walked into the living room, Ben's feelings of excitement and arousal suddenly vanished as his feelings of jealousy and insecurity overtook him. Did he really want to go through with it? Did he really want to watch his pretty little wife get on her knees in front of this stranger?

The thing is, Ben didn't really have a choice. A few weeks ago, Leah had discovered his fetish. She had discovered all of his fantasies about her with other men, and she had agreed to explore them.

"You wanted this, babe," was the last thing she said as her lips closed around Carter's big hard cock only a few feet in front of Ben.

But that was only the beginning, and all of Ben's deepest, darkest cuckold fantasies were about to be brutally exposed by Leah.
Taken on Vacation: A vacation of a lifetime ends up truly life changing
 

When we booked our 10th wedding anniversary vacation of a lifetime, I knew it would be an amazing trip, but I had no idea it would be anything like this.

How could I have known it would end up with my pretty wife bent over in front of a big, muscular black guy?

How could I have known I would do nothing to stop it?

How could I know that when she returned to our room after spending the night with him and compared my little dick to his big black cock, I'd get harder than I'd ever been before? And why was I so hard when I felt so humiliated?


My wife was taken on vacation, and I just watched.
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